'A Sibenan of old stock, I should think/ remarked the
officer 'And an Old Behevei, no doubt*'
Tm a Jew,' Abram burst out
eAre you really7" exclaimed the officer "Just imagine
that1 And I'm a soldier'
He talked m a politely conversational tone of voice
The three men made slow, unfinished gestures, as though
they were m a drawing-room with their hands occupied
with tea-cups and plates of eakc But the drawing-room
was only nine feet by six, and its walls displayed signatures
which were all testaments
With the end of his whip, affecting the greatest disgust,
the officer lifted one of the flaps of Abi anTs overcoat
'Let me see what a Jew looks like,9 he said
Scmion could make out only light and dark blurs
Nevertheless, he put in quickly
'Leave this to me, Ahum1'
Then, addressing himself to the officer, he went on
'If you want to question us, do it If not, there's no
good wasting time'
Abram looked at his comrade with a dogged expression
which went oddly with his youthful face The fact was
that he admired Sermon for his calm, his seU-control
So long as it had been a matter of getting something to
eat or finding scats m the trams, Abiam had taken the
lead But now he felt that it had passed to Sermon
Abiam, for his part, was afraid He was afraid of these
walls covered with scribbles, he was afraid of this officer
who twiddled his whip in his fingers as he jested, and he
despised himself sincerely, Fm no true Communist, he
said to himself He stared at Sermon Sermon wasn't
afraid That's because he's short-sighted, decided Abram,
and he felt a little comforted*
'Question you?' repeated the officer 'Well, what's your
profession ^
Tm a student,' replied Sermon
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